Any Day 


Author: Satania 

Bands: Emperor, Mayhem 

Characters: Faust, Euronymous (Øystein Aarseth) 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul lb 2018 15:16:02 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 

My medication was recently readjusted so l'm currently an even bigger emotional wreck than | usually am. | 
didn't write this today, | wrote this six months ago or so. | didn't post it back then because | didn't think 
anyone would want to read another Bard-missing-Bystein story. In hindsight, if nobody read and/or likes this 
then | think I'm sort of alright with that, this was a pretty miserable thing to write anyway. 


After some time, once the denial wears off, all Bard feels is numb, 


His cell in Ulersmo has a window, made of bulletproof plexiglass. Its thick, about the size of his wrist, and looks 
out on nothing It's snowy and barren for three quarters of the year, and then green for the rest. 


At first, Bard spends his time talking to the resident shrink, and convincing himself that Øystein is going to 
come by once visitation is permitted. Which won't be soon since Bard's in Ulersmo for the long haul. Bard's 


going to be stuck in Ulersmo for fourteen fucking years It sucks. 


"And who is this?" The psychiatrist asks calmly, gesturing out at the clipboard Bard was provided with. He's a 


balding man who looks too jolly for the job he's assigned to. It makes Bard trust him even less. 
To make matters worse he speaks in the same dialect Øystein does. 


Bard looks down at his drawing. It's a stick figure of him and Bystein, who's been drawn comically small in 


comparison to Bard. 

"Bard! You aren't organizing the vinyls properly! If you don't organize them properly Armageddon will befall on 
us alll Aargh!!!" He's saying, his fists flailing. Bard is just standing there staring at him with a confused look on 
his stick figure face. 

Its snowing outside, one of the first of the year. Bard blinks a few times before saying, 

"IFs a friend" 


| see you drawing him frequently. Do you want to talk about this friend?" 


"No." He responds firmly, undoes the clasp, and shoves the paper at the bottom of the stack. Bard reaches 


over to sharpen his pencil, and then begins to draw something new. 
The questions are all stereotypical. How was Bard's family like, how did kids treat Bard growing up. Bard knows 
he's here in part because he said he killed someone for no reason, but he also knows he's also here because 


there's something wrong with his head. He doesn't really feel like talking about what's in his head though. 


Bard looks past the psychiatrists head to see out the window. It's still snowing, except harder now. It reminds 


Bard of the time he and Øystein built a snowman. 


"You're drawing him again, Bard" The shrink points out calmly, and right about now Bard wants to take the 
clipboard and throw it at his face. 


"S0?" It's not even a good, honouring drawing of Øystein. He'd probably hate it if he could see him. Bard drew 
his eyes like almonds and his nose like a snout. He's never really drawn that much before. Per tried to teach 
him when he was fifteen but he was hopeless. There just wasn't much else to do. 

"Is there a reason behind it? Does this happen to be your friend who died a few months ago?" 

No. 


"Yes." Bard is forced to say and the words taste like puke. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" He asks again, and Bard rolls his eyes so hard it hurts. If he doesn't talk about 
it, the shrink is just going to keep asking until he caves. 


"He was a close friend of mine, and another friend," he stops talking for a second, the words just won't form, 


"killed him." 
"And how did that make you feel?" 
"Like shit." Bard says. 


"How did you meet this person?" Shut up, if you know which ‘trend! of mine got killed then you probably also 


remember his name. 

‘| was thirteen and | got my hands on his record. | wrote to him, and we started talking.” 

"What did you talk about?" 

"Stuff" Like fucking hell im going to tell you 

"And was he the one to encourage you to commit murder?" No one encouraged me. 

"No." 

The psychiatrist shifts in his seat, fingering his whiskers as he looks down at his own clipboard. 
"Are you sad about his death, Bard?" 

On the surface it seems like a stupid fucking question, but Bard finds himself mumbling, 

"Shut up, ‘cause he's not really fucking dead" 


When it's over with, Bard goes back to his room and shoves the drawings in the drawer. It's still snowing 


outside. 
He lies down and covers his face with frustration. It's ruined, it's all so ruined now. 
It takes another year for Bard to admit to himself that Bystein's really, truly dead 


He's not gonna show up with his stringy hair and his shitty opinions. He's not gonna give Bard terrible advice. 


They're never gonna see each other again. 


Bard's stick figures never stop sucking, just like the feeling of Øystein being gone. He draws himself murdering 
Varg, which raises a few eyebrows. Bard draws lots of shitty, embarrassing things. 


Please dont go. Please don't go. Please don't go. 


"Is okay to grieve, Bard" That stupid, cable knit sweater-wearing bastard keeps saying. 
Of course it is. Of course it's okay. But if Bard grieves, he'll stop grieving someday. If he starts grieving then 


he's moving on. 


If Bard moves on, then whatever's left of Bystein being alive, even if its in an abstract and fuzzy sense, dies 


too. 


So, Bard doesn't. He watches snow flakes fall down in mindless patterns, behind the psychiatrists head, and tells 


himself that Oystein'll be coming through these gates any day now. 


